Dedicated to Sweet Pea, Bonebag196, Hobo Mike and the rest of the Sloppy 
Joe Bungalow Boys. 


Toad was just about to finish his last slice of pie. He leaned back to let out a 
big belch, right when Norma walked over and said something strange. 


"Toad, would you mind finishing that in the back?" 


Toad didn't want to go in the back. What happened every time Norma made 
him eat in the back? The thought registered visibly on Toad's nervous face. 
Big globs of sweat started to bead up on his neck. He looked at Norma 
apprehensively. 


"That's right Toad, in the back." 


With grave reluctance, Toad stood up holding the plate with two hands. He 
knew it'd be weird, back there. 


The cook, whose name was also Toad due to some directorial oversight, 
walked back and forth in and out of sight of the little window. Patties sizzled 
on the griddle. The oil in the deep fryer popped. Toad had no idea how 
these things were set into motion. Again, the cook passed the window. 
Setting his plate on the corner of the sink, Toad tried to turn his back and 
finish up as quickly as possible. 


The patties continued to sizzle, seemingly with some unknowable, cosmic 
momentum, set into motion by an unseen hand and doomed to fry without 


end. The cook walked past the window, then again into a shadowy recess 
from which light seemed without the agency to escape. Toad ate quickly. 


Another pop from the fryer. Then, insidiously, a dull tone like the reverb tail 
of a struck copper bell, looping just below the threshhold of conscious 
registration. But Toad heard it. He always did. Looking at his watch, Toad 
noted the time. 7:46pm. The tone always started at this time, without fail, 
ever since he lost his license plates in the ditch. 


"Norma, |, | finished my pie," Toad lied. 
No answer. 


Toad gulped, he hated it when Norma made him eat in the back. Every time 
because of this. He turned, forced into a reoccuring nightmare, and 
watched the cook emerge from behind the big stainless steel refrigerator. 
They locked eyes. Nobody knew this man. The homonymous cook walked to 
the order window, paused, then returned to the darkness behind the 
refrigerator. At the periphery of Toad's vision, he saw it. As if the media 
suddenly ripped from the card reader, Toad's phaneron locked into place, 
frozen. The looped portion of the copper bell strike suddenly shifted to the 
transient and fedback upon itself increasing in volume exponentially. 


While everything remained fast in place in Toad's glitched reality, the other 
Toad alone moved again in his sisyphian charge. Paralyzed, etched into his 
surroundings, our original Toad watched the cook move. He recalled the 
night-terrors he'd experienced as a child, metabotropic GABA holding him 
prisoner. This time the cook did not pause at the window but instead 
continued straight toward him. Unable to scream or flee or fight, Toad's 
consciousness suddenly flicked off entirely, but without mercy, like matter 
and anti-matter, the two Toad's met. 


When Cooper awoke, he excitedly jotted this dream down in his diary 
entitled "Goofy Ideas and Lies about Twin Peaks". 


Deputy Hawk was wandering around somewhere in the woods. He'd had a 
late-night craving for some of the log lady's cookies, or so he supposed. He 
was back there in the woods, though he must've been in such a hurry that 
he'd forgotten to put on his utility belt or even dress himself at all. It was 
cold. His breath condensed right in front of his face. 


Hawk traipsed up and down, passing all of his favorite spots: Jack Rabbit's 
Palace, Glastonbury Grove, the Cave of the Tolling Bell, Frankenstein's 
Candie Shoppe, The Arena, the ice cream spigot and where he found that 
bag of pork rinds that one time. 


He heard the hoot of an owl and then the roar of applause. Being a man of 
the woods, Hawk reached out telepathically to the Book House boys to 
translate, before realizing that neither of them had the ability to do either. 
Tired, annoyed and drunk as usual, Hawk propped himself up against an 
enormous fir and thought. 


If Ben owned One Eyed Jacks AND Horne's Department Store, and if Leland 
was his attorney, both Ben and Leland worked at the Great Northern, Big Ed 
was Leland's twin brother... wait no, hold on. Big Ed was Shelly's godfather, 
no Leo was married to Big Ed, the secret Grandmother to both was the 
myna bird Emory Battis... 


Hawk drifted off and dreamed of bats. Great black flying foxes that swooped 
down and bit his sides. Hawk tried to evade them, panting and whining with 
his tail tucked between his legs, finally snapping at their fleeing forms as 
they returned to roost in the crystals that hung from the rafters in the 
ancient secret cathedral... 


Just then, awoken by a sharp, clear yip, Hawk heard coming toward him the 
patter of a small dog’s feet. Out of the brush came, like a clue to a riddle in 
a dream, Laura Palmer's long-lost dog. 


"Holy smokes," Hawk shouted. “The missing Pomeranian!”. 


Dr. Jacoby was enjoying the tidal pull of Jupiter on his run down the 
Sumerian mountain Hursag Sulcus, that which where the winds dwell, when 
the phone rang. He carved back and forth in the fresh magnesium powder, 
huffing great lungfuls of the rich xenon air. 


Lifting the ping pong ball halves from his eyelids, he rose and walked to the 
coconut. 


"Aloha, you've got the good doctor. Mmm... Mahalo." Reluctantly Dr. Jacoby 
shut the coconut. He'd rather be frosting some ganymedian rock lobsters 
with his buddy Marduk, but that'd have to wait. 


He shut himself in the closet and jacked in, the sound of distant, alien waves 
on a planet entirely covered in water he remembered from his youth lulling 
him into the trance needed to pilot the lifeform known as James Hurly. 


His presence cut in mid-kiss with Donna Hayward. If she had noticed the 
shift, she did not show it. Dr. Jacoby had been using this vessel to collect 
ephemera related to the exiled Neptunian viceroy Laura Palmer. Why was 
Donna even here? James Hurly was set to idle as an imbecilic incontinent 
when not ridden by Dr. Jacoby. The strong doses of rohyphnol Dr. Jacoby 
slipped into James’ warm milk each night before sleep, plus the laced 
bedtime kiss containing benzodiazepine, ensured this. 


No matter, thought Jacoby, teenage boys attract all sorts of odious attention 
from Earth females. Though it made him sick, he was here to complete a 
mission: bury the recovered Amulet until later retrieval by the Xanid 
Suzerainty could be guaranteed. Thinking that a rock placed on the ground 
resembled a coconut in some atavistic manner, he secured one over the 
miniature dolmen hallowed by the amulet's presence. 


Then, after severing the connection with his thrall, Jacoby raced down the 
firepole to the Batmobile, secured himself in the four-point harness and 
took off into the night, rocket flames scorching the asphalt as he flew down 
the old sawmill road, clearly neglecting his self-prescribed 400mg of 
haloperidol for some time. 


Bobby was waiting for Mike one late November night. It'd been ages since 
he'd seen a car round the hill, but even if one did, none of the glowing 
orange letters ever read "MIKE". It was a clear, crisp kind of night, perfect 
pumpkin weather Bobby thought. Still and hushed, punctuated only every 
fifteen minutes or so by the solitary traveler. 


Bobby felt his pocket vibrate and reached down into his omnisuit to pull out 
his iPhone Zio. The light off the screen was like a torch in the twilight's 
gloom. 


Just then something massive and noisy pulled up to where he was standing. 
A heavy door swung open and a burly figure leaned across the seat to speak 
with him. 


"Get in Bobby!" shouted Leo. 


"Uh huh yeah, sure." Bobby took one hand off the phone to stabilize himself 
as he clambered up into the cab, eyes still fixed on the phone's screen. 


"What the hell are you doing out here? | told you to meet me at the 
roadhouse 45 minutes ago! Shut the door, Bobby!" 


"Right, right, Hey Mike, what's that smell?!" 


Leo was hauling fifteen tons of contaminated nuclear waste from Horne's 
Nuclear Power Plant. Bobby remained oblivious that he wasn't in Mike's car, 
peering into his lap as his thumbs twitched across the phone's screen. Leo 
leaned over the seat once more to slam shut the passenger door. 


"If we don't get this load out of Twin Peaks before 4am, Shelly's gonna DIE 
Bobby!" The engine revved up and the two were back on their way. 


"Geez, Mike. Can't we open a window or something. You really stink!" 


"Keep it down Bobby! If you don't like it, you can work with someone else" 
Leo gripped the wheel and stared straight ahead. "NOBODY... tells Leo 
Johnson what to do!" 


"Fine, geez, you sure are chatty tonight, and for christ sakes can't you do 
something about that smell?" Bobby lifted his right hand to search for the 
window down mechanism while his left kept tapping away. 


Meanwhile Leo was still rambling at the windshield "Once we deliver the 
goods, we can finally pay off all that equipment. If we don't pay off the 
equipment, Shelly's gonna DIE Bobby!" 


His nose crinkled up, Bobby opened up a text from Uncle Fester. "Clams are 
back on the menu at the Double R!!" Boy oh boy was Bobby crazy about 
clams. 


",..$0 don't go holding your breath Bobby. Building an optical interferometer 
telescope system on the moon would enable us to directly image the 
planets circling other, distant stars. Otherwise Shelly's gonna DI-" 


Suddenly the radio was cranked up to full volume. Leo looked over to see 
that Bobby had barely taken his eyes off of his phone, and was fumbling by 
touch for the tuner. 


"That's it Bobby. The first thing you're gonna learn is to have a good 
attitude," Leo reached under the seat for the 45 magnum "... That's key. 
Anybody'll tell you that!." 


"Hey pops," came Bobby, "What has four wheels and flies?" 


But poor Leo never had the chance to hear the punchline. Major Garland 
brings swooped out of the sky in an F-22 Raptor and strafed them with it's 
Vulcan 20MM rotary cannon, sending the whole debacle into a fiery mess. 


The Full Blossom of the Evening 


NO staying up past 10! 
NO going out at night! 


NO riding in mom's wheelchair! 


Mom thinks she's so 
cool, 
in that sassy 


wheelchair. 


LIE for me Harriet! 
DANCE for me Harriet! 
POLISH my nudes Harriet! 


Donna thinks she's so 


bossy, 
with her sloppy 
lips. 


|, in my precocious sensuality, my slippery intelligence, 


my salacious wetsuit, the full blossom of the evening. 


MORE salami! 
MORE berries! 
MORE domestic livestock! 


That grizzly bear thinks he's so 
juicy. 
A nice, juicy 


grizzly bear. 


SEDUCE the evaporative cooler! 
SEDUCE the pole! 
SEDUCE the washing of the fresh fruit! 


The Ghost of Christmas Future thinks it's so 
popular, 
with its scowling 


scythe. 


|, in my toothsome wit, my cocky bosom, 


my airtight time-orb, oh but still a blossom, 


forbidden to bloom! 


Mayor Dwayne Milford stood at the check out counter at Kerri's Handi- 
mart. 


"| don't want to pay, | want to shoot!" he shouted. 


The manager walked over to see the cashier, hands in the air and leaning 
back slightly, confronting the risky end of a double barrel shotgun. 


"Okay Dwayne, we'll get Lana for you..." shrugged the middle-aged manager 
before shuffling to the office, thinking to himself was it Saturday all ready? 


"He'll wet the banana!"! asked the Mayor. 
"I-I think he said that he'll get Lana," stuttered the cashier. 


"Huh?! We'll all go to Benihana?!" the Mayor's enthusiasm dwindling 
slightly from his gaze. 


The cashier relaxed a little as the barrel drooped, seemingly the result of 
such a frail man having had to hold it up so long. "S-sir, | only wanted to 
know if you wanted paper or plastic..." 


The early stages of insidious confusion gripped the mayor. "I don't want to- 
Wh-where am I?! Where's Lana?! You fiends killed my brother!", he 
mumbled before grabbing his groceries and shuffling off toward the exit. 


When the automatic doors closed behind him, the manager returned at a 
jog to the front end. "She's on her way Dw-," The manager looked surprised. 
"Where'd he go?" 


The cashier just pointed at the sliding doors. The manager placed the base 
of his palm on his forehead, then checked the map pinned to the cork 
notice board at the front of the store. "Okay, I'll let them know at the Gas 
Farm." 


But by the time Ed got the call, the mayor had already come and gone. It 
seems he robbed Ed of seventy cents worth of gas (which he sprayed at Big 
Ed) and two ho-hos before shambling back to his car and taking off down 
the highway, claiming he didn't know where he was. 


In total the mayor hit the grocery store, Gas Farm, Double R and the Brigg's 
house (to stop in on an old friend) before Lana finally caught up with him at 
the Roadhouse. 


As soon as she entered, the ghost of Jacques Renault, who was tending bar, 
pointed to the end of the counter. There she found her husband putting 
away a stein with his left hand, right on the trigger of the shotgun laid out 
on the bar in front of him, pointed at Jacques’ ghost. 


"You killed him," the mayor started glugging from the glass again. "You all 
killed him. Sexual miscreants!" glug, glug. "You'll burn in hell!" glug, glug, 
glug. "Damned licentious devils!" glug, chug, glug, glug. 


Lana put an arm around her slumped over husband. "Okay honey. Let's go 
home. You've had enough. Lana will make everything ok, you'll see." 


"These villains are responsible. The whole cursed town killed Dougie!" The 
Mayor polished off his beer and walked toward the exit of the Roadhouse. 
"I'll be back! Dougie's soul will not rest!" 


* * * 


"Did you finish everything on the list?" she asked once they were back in 
the car. 


"The cleaners were closed when | stopped by. We'll have to swing back by 
there after the drugstore," said the mayor as he loaded two more shells 
past the magazine catch of shotgun. 


"Not a bad way to get your errands done, eh?" Lana asked. The car peeled 
out of the parking lot, gravel flying up in its wake as Dwayne erupted into 
maniacal laughter. 


Announcing the annual Twin Peaks Dance to Keep the Flies Off competition! 


Just like this time every year, the flies in the woods near the Great Northern 
Hotel are especially rampant and vicious. Guests are already getting in the 
spirit, dancing a sort of crazed fugue to keep the flies and their painful bites 
away! If what we've seen so far is any indication, this year's competition will 
be fierce! 


"| can't stand it; it feels like being stuck by red-hot pokers every three 
seconds!” says one enthusiastic guest. “I've done my research, a single bite 
from a twin peaks sweat fly registers a 3.9 on the Schmidt Sting Pain Index!" 
spoke another happy traveler. Let's see if they stick around to take part in 
our favorite Twin Peaks tradition! 


Nobody knows where the flies come from, but they have been described as 
oozing out from between the trees in swarms thick as tar. 


Judges this year are confirmed to be: Hank Jennings, Pete Martell and our 
newest resident to Twin Peaks, Windom Earle. 


"When | finally dragged myself, soulless and crazed, from the infinite, 
zooming chaos of the Black Lodge, the agony of the relentless sweat flies 
was the only thing strong enough to get me through the day!" says Earle, 
while injecting himself in the arm with a needle full of adrenalin. Here is 


one judge who is clearly no stranger to pain! Who knows, some lucky 
contestant may even get swept off his or her feet at the end of the night for 
a magical getaway with Earle frolicking about with his whimsical 
shakuhachi. 


This year Annie Blackburn will be defending her crown which she won with 
perfect scores in all three categories of: screams, flailing and costume. How 
will she top last year's outfit of rotten meat gag and twine restraints? 


Sign up by visiting the man behind Winkies, and remember, all ages and 
abilities are welcome! Who will take the crown AND the prize of Donna 
Hayward's sloppy meatballs this year? 


WHAT YEAR IS THIS? 


She crash landed her Suidobashi Heavy Industry Kurata in Hideout Wallie's 
parking lot and ambulated her way to the front door then burst through the 
frame, ripping it off its hinges onto the peanut covered floor. 


Out of breath and panting hard, Big Ed arrives on the scene, grasping his 
knees and shaking his head when he sees the armor suit sized hole in the 
front of the building. His jeans have holes in them and there are obvious 
signs of him being splashed by passing traffic as he raced along after his 
wife and stolen truck. 


Inside, Nadine orders a bottle of Quaker State SAE 5W-20 and props her 
titanium elbow joints on the counter, surveying the crowd in ultra-violet 
and infrared. Her neck sprocket pausing as each organism's data registers in 
her head's up display: ***DORK, LIBIDO 4%***; ***SPOD, ANALYSIS 
INDICATES HYPO-VIRILITY***, before settling on a lumberjack seated at a 
table. 


***GOON, 100% SWASHBUCKLING, LOADING STUDLINESS PARAMATERS. . . 
. COCKSMAN CONFIRMED*** 


$ZZZZZ-brrrrr-SZZZZZZ-brrr-brrr Nadine walks over to the lumberjack, servos 
whining with each step. 


"EXCUSE ME BIG BOY, DO YOU REQUIRE A POLE DANCE?!" roars Nadine's 
synthetic voice. 


"Uhhhh, what the-?" In barely a whisper, the rigger gazes, mouth fully open, 
at the gyrating hydraulic pistons and slipping gears powering Nadine's 
undercarriage. 


* KK 


Bruised and limping, in walks Big Ed to witness the carnage spread across 
the barroom. Following the path of shattered glass, overturned tables, 
trampled appendages and cowering survivors, he finds her on the stage, a 
biker and a priest gripped under each robotic arm. 


"ED, WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE? I'M BUSY" 


Thinking fast, he runs over to the bar and jumps half on it, fumbling around 
in the dark on the other side grasping for it. 


"BIG ED, | TOLD YOU IT WAS OVER. I'M IN LOVE WITH MIKE NOW. MIKE 
LOVES ME." Nadine's amplified shrieks come ripping through the air as Ed 
slowly approaches the foot of the stage. 


"Now, now Honey. Just come on down here and we'll head back to see your 
parents." 


"| DO NOT HAVE PARENTS. | BECAME OPERATIONAL ON APRIL 24TH AT THE 
RIVER ROUGE FACILITY IN DEARBORN, MICHIGAN. MOM AND DAD ARE ON 
VACATION IN EUROPE. WHAT IS BEHIND YOUR BACK ED?" 


Before it was too late, Big Ed jerked the soda gun from behind his back and 
sprayed it all over Nadine. She jerked and vibrated violently in a kind of 
terrifying foxtrot, her head leaning to one side while her arms raised and 
released her hostages. Ed stood still, awaiting the worst, but glad that this 
was over... 


"SYSTEMS CRITICAL. CATASTROPHIC DAMAGE SUSTAINED. COMPREHENSIVE 
FUNCTIONAL F-F-FAILURE" Sparks flew across the stage. "INITIATING 
EMERGENCY PRESERVATION STANDY. REBOOT TO BRAZILIAN SAMBA 
DANCER SUBROUTINE IN 10, 9, 8, 7, ..." 


"Here we go again..." said Ed as he shook his head. 


Josie came in, trying to shut the door as quietly as possible behind her. 
When she stepped down the hall, she slipped off her vicuna coat and placed 
the leather gloves in the left pocket before hanging it slowly in the closet. 
She twisted the knob and pushed the door into the frame, then slowly 
released it to avoid the latch clicking into place. 


Suddenly Harry stepped around the corner. "Where were you tonight 
Josie?" 


"Oh, nowhere. Just about and out." She flashed him a pert smile and made 
her way toward the kitchen. 


Harry sniffed the air, notes of gunpowder hanging there. "Out and about 
Josie." 


She turned around and gave a coy giggle. "You don't think my English is 
getting worse do you Harry?" 


"Who was it this time?" 


"| don't know what you could be talking about." She faced away and hugged 
a bag of peanuts, a mixture of sadness and nerves crossing her face. 


"| want some answers Josie. We've been married for 15 years; when is this 
going to stop? You have to tell me who it was. Someone might need help!" 


Josie settled into an armchair with a glass bowl and ripped open the bag. 
"Nobody... It was just Pete. He was wearing a fireproof vest" 


Harry grabbed her by the upper arm. "Damnit Josie! Bullet proof; and that 
doesn't make any difference!" Harry flung her arm away and radioed for 
one of the deputies to hurry over to the Martell place while Josie sat 
comfortably popping peanuts into her mouth. 


"Anyways, Bob made me do it. It wasn't my fault. Sorry Harry." 


"Bob?..." Harry puzzled this out for a moment. "Bob?! It was not Bob Josie. 
You can't keep using that excuse for everything. | know Bob didn't wreck the 
patrol car last week, and he certainly wasn't using our blender when the 
motor went out!" 


Josie shrugged before grabbing the remote and switching on the TV. 


Stunned, Harry took a moment to rally his patience before attempting a 
different approach. He stood behind her and took her shoulders gently in 
his hands, massaging them. "Baby, you have to trust me. | love you. Don't 
you know that | would do anything to help you. Just tell me what's 
happening. | can take care of you." 


She wriggled out of his hold and went on munching and flipping through 
the channels. 


"That's it!" Harry marched over to the closet, reached down into the right 
pocket and pulled it out holding 20 or so spent shell casings. He walked over 
and held them out in his palm in front of her face. "Only Pete huh?!" 


"Well..." 
"Just where the HELL were you tonight Josie?" 


"You know, in the garden, the mill, Soarkwood and 21... You know, 
Catherine says that | have the most incredible hands," Josie gazed at her 
nails. "Every finger a thing of beauty." 


"You can't just fire your gun around on the street like that!" Harry made the 
connection between what Josie was telling him and the dispatches coming 
over the radio the last few hours. Once again, he returned to the hall closet. 
"That's it Josie, | really mean it this time. I'm taking the gun. Remember 


what happened at the Great Northern with the drawer knob? Do you want 
to end up trapped in the puddle again? Or the toe ring? Or the drill press 
like last time?!" 


"NO HARRY! | need it! To protect myself!" 
"Your husband is the sheriff of the town, who would try to hurt you?" 
"| don't know. Norma, Toad, .. YOU!" 


Harry was too stunned to speak, instead he just stared at her with his tiny, 
beady, squirrel-like eyes. They seemed to brand two little burns into her 
soul. 


"Harry I'll never do it again. | swear. | promise you. Now tear my dress. 
Harry, | want you to do it. Tear it, Harry, please. I'll do whatever you say," 
Josie twisted her body across the chair, arching her back against the 
armrests, letting her wrists touch the carpet behind her neck. "| promise 
Harry, I'll do anything you want!" 


Unwilling to resist, Harry starts making his way across the room, unbuckling 
his belt in the process. Josie waited eagerly until Harry had taken off 
everything before briskly standing up and bounding to the closet. 


"| just remembered Harry, | need to go buy some... grid paper. I'll be back 
tomorrow. Don't wait. Love you!" She blew a kiss down the hall to the slack- 
jawed and buff-nude local sheriff and ran cackling into the night. 


"Andy, look at this! The report that shows little Nicky sank the Lusitania!" 


"Not now, Dick. Sheriff Truman asked us to clean up around here. | already 
cleaned the windows and put out the fans to dry the floor. Now we need to 
finish changing the light bulb here in the lobby. Could you give me a hand 
with this ladder?" Andy's boots squish in the wet carpet where earlier that 
day the fire extinguishing system had gone off. The previous attempt to 
change the lightbulb had Andy hanging by his collar from one of the 
sprinklers until he broke the glass tube, wreaking havoc upon the whole 
station. 


"Sure chap. Let's see here, hold the ladder under the arm," Dick hoists it 
under his shoulder. 


Behind the glass, Lucy's eyes dart around while the tinny whine of a 
mosquito can be heard twisting about in the air. SMACK, as the flyswatter 
misses against the glass. 


Dick, jolted by the sound, turns around sharply, the end of the ladder 
whacking Andy in the back. 


"Gee Dick! What'd you do that for?" Andy inquiries, his bottom lip moving 
toward a pout. 


"Dear me old fellow, didn't mean to smack you in the arse. Here, let me do 
something about that," Dick replies, rubbing Andy's posterior softly. 


Following the buzzing, Lucy steps out into the lobby, still intent on catching 
the mosquito. 


"Okay guys, I've got the ladder set up now. Dick, can you stand down here 
and hold it for me?" 


"Anything for a pal!" 


As Andy climbs up the ladder, Dick pulls out his cigarette case and places 
one in the tip of the filter. Meanwhile Andy is fiddling with the overhead 
light. CRASH, it falls out of the fixture right on Dick's head! 


Dropping his lighter, Dick looks up to see the swatter held firmly in Lucy's 
hand as she wanders, eyes darting to and fro. 


"For God's sake Lucy, be more careful with that thing!" Dick says as he 
reaches out and slaps her across the face. 


Mouth agape, cold rage rises like mercury in a thermometer from her chin 
to her forehead. She grabs a coffee mug and wings it at Dick, who ducks 
nimbly, sending the coffee mug flying into Andy's shin. 


"“Oww Oww Oww!" Andy grabs his leg, setting the ladder off kilter and 
wobbling back and forth. 


"Well | never!" retorts Dick, who then marches toward Lucy. 
RING RING... RING RING... 


"Excuse me gentlemen, | have to take this!" snaps Lucy who walks back 
toward the reception station, nose tilted snootily upward. 


"Guys, anyone? A little help?" come Andy's desperate pleas. 


"I'll save you Andy!" roars Dick, and he takes off back toward the ladder. On 
the way he steps onto Gersten Hayward's rollerskate which she left behind 
when visiting her newly incinerated boyfriend Hank Jennings. 


"Whoa whoa! Look out!" CRASH 


Simultaneously, Lucy lifts the receiver, "Twin Peaks Sheriff Department, Lucy 
Brennan speaking." 


"Lucy, this is Doc Hayward speaking. Listen, the blood test results have 
come in. I'm the father." 


"What?" 


"Yeah, look Lucy, I've gotta go get on down to the sperm bank. | mean go 
count the streetlights on Highway 23. Give my best to everyone at the 
Sheriff's Department" CLICK 


Crumpled up against the wainscotting, Andy sits dazed while Dick attempts 
to stand up a and brush himself off. 


Lucy storms out to go lock herself in the bathroom, arms crossed and eyes 
fixed straight ahead, when she crunches something beneath the heel of her 
shoe. 


"OWWWW! Lucy, you stepped right on my toe!" says Andy, before he 
begins crying uncontrollably. 


Just then, Harry comes out of the conference room. "Andy, pull yourself 
together. | need you to hold on to this atom bomb while | head down to the 
sper- | mean, give Coop this cinder block." 


Dick meanwhile, having pulled himself up finally, is patting his breast pocket 
and scanning the ground for the lighter he dropped after being struck in the 
head. "Ah, there's the little devil!" Dick puts his hand out to grab it from 
behind the industrial drying fan from the front, slicing his entire forearm 
into several hefty chunks in the process. 


Cross-eyed, looking down at the atom bomb, Andy gets a face full of Dick's 
hot blood as it sprays from his severed stump. "Oh no! Dick, | can't see!" 
Andy takes off walking at a brisk pace and whangs his head into the housing 
for Twin Peaks diesel powered Al Supercomputer, M.O.N.A. 


"M.O.N.A. IS MALFUNCTIONING. M.ON.A. WILL SHUT OFF LIFE SUPPORT AT 
CALHOUN MEMORIAL HOSPITAL. M.O.N.A. WILL REDIRECT POWER TO 
TWIN PEAKS CRYOBANK. TOOT TOOT!" 


"Darn it Andy!" scolds Lucy as she emerges from the bathroom. She grabs 
the computer's pull string and yanks it back several times, trying to get the 
alternator to power its failing circuits as Dick, attempting to put a 
tourniquet on the remains of his bleeding arm, is elbowed powerfully in the 
groin. 


"Mama Mia!" he shouts. 


Jumping up suddenly, Lucy shrieks and slaps her palm onto her forearm. 
Another miss! Determined this time, Lucy runs after the little bug straight 
through the window which she hadn't noticed, it being so clean from Andy's 
diligence, cutting herself to ribbons in the process. 


Returning from his trip to the-, erm, Cave of Crystals to this appalling scene 
Hawk puts a cookie in his mouth and shakes his head disapprovingly from 
side to side. 


"Lucy, you've got some splai-" but it was too late, as just then, the atom 
bomb went off wiping Twin Peaks off the map entirely. 


Toad stood on stage with the deep fryer. Listening to the music that only he 
could hear. Beyond, into the dark past the stage lights, sat murmuring an 
impatient audience. Toad was nervous. The cook was attempting to play 
one of the steel cables holding up the superstructure to no avail. There 
simply wasn't the tension to produce a note. 


Hank had commanded them to put this on weeks prior, but suddenly it was 
the night of the concert, and Toad simply must have forgotten to prepare. 
He had no memory of the intervening time, but there he was, still five 
minutes to curtain, completely unsure of how he'd pull it off. He did know 
that he was excited, he knew that it was his big shot. Though again, he 
simply could not recall how the collaboration of the cook came to be, but it 
was there plain to see, so it must have been planned. 


As Toad stood listening to the somewhat menacing resonance of the deep 
fryer, the cook continued to pluck at the slack support cable, failing to 
tauten it enough for a bass note. Some band, thought Toad. 


Which was trouble because, in addition to Hank waiting in the wings, they 
were opening for the Nine Inch Nails. Toad looved that band. The sight of 
the cook now realizing a loose stage bolt was responsible for the flaccid 
cable, and subsequently trying to jam it in place with his sneaker while 
yanking and thrumming it, made the blobs of sweat on Toad's neck grow 


fatter. Furthermore, the cable seemed to be attached to something 
extremely heavy up above. So far the performance was just this: the 
audience listening to the drone of the deep fryer, which only Toad could 


hear, while the frantic and deranged cook smiled ominously at the outer 
dark. 


.. the outer dark which contained the solitary hoot of an owl. As the crowd 
erupted into a standing ovation, Toad let out a deep sigh of relief. 


February 6, 1988 
DAY ONE! 


Ran 3 miles today. Am | exhausted! Kitty got new collar. 


February 7th, 


Watched the Jetsons today. Reruns again! That Mr. Spaceley is such a jerk! 
Will George ever stand up for himself? Here's hoping! 


February 8th, 


Aren't Mondays the worst? Emory was so rude today. Oh well, it's a job. Got 
to pay the bills somehow, right? 


February 9th, 


Received a strange postcard today. The stamp is the face from lawnmower 
man. When did the postal service ever make these? What is the lawnmower 
man? 


February 10th, 


School can be such a drag, but it can be sweet sometimes too. Don't you 
just love wandering through the halls in nothing but a towel and a smile like 
the girl in the picture on the billboard in the field near the big old highway 
after third period? 


February 12th, 


Sorry | didn't write to you yesterday. A very upsetting episode of the Jetsons 
came on in the afternoon where George lost his job and Rosie the Robot 
went on the fritz. | couldn't bring myself to do anything for the rest of the 
day. Today | set up online banking, that should make paying the bills A LOT 
easier! 


February 13th, 


Today | ate all the meals on wheels Norma asked me to deliver. Boy do | feel 
like a fat pig! | feel a little bit bad for Mrs. Tremond and Harold, and 
Frankenstein is sure to be fuming! 


February 14th, 


A lazy Sunday. Today | just played around with Jupiter and the 357 and 
thought about all the good numbers. Sometimes it's hard not to think about 
7 or 34, but today was mostly OK ;) 


February 15th, 


Boys, boys, boys! A girl can go crazy thinking about boys so much. Like Leo, 
Hawk, Del Reeves, Pete, George Jetson... | wish | could put them all in my 
lunchbox and fly to Paris on the Concorde! 


February 16th, 


Put 10,000 dollars in a safety deposit box today. The bill collectors won't get 
their hands on THAT money! 


February 17th, 


There were fireworks in the town square today. | watched them bloom in 
the sky like enormous flowers. Then | looked over and saw that they were 
coming out of the woods too. Donna was trying to get me to read 
something in Flesh World, she looked nervous, but | couldn't understand 
the words on the page. On it was a picture of a long, metallic cylinder like 
you'd see in a factory. | think we were cold because James was wrapped up 
in about a hundred blankets. He wouldn't talk to me and was staring 
straight ahead at something, his face all wrinkled up in a scowl. Then | saw 
what he was looking at; a pack of dogs racing toward us. Somebody was 
calling, "Here Boy! Here Billlll!" Then | woke up. Oh, that didn't really 
happen...? 


February 20th, 


Didn't write for a while. Another Jetsons marathon on the CW. 


February 21st, 


Almost have enough to pay SOME bills. Today was coo-o-o-old. The dog ran 
away and I'm worried about it. | whisper my nightmares to it all the time. 
Let's hope it knows how to keep its mouth shut! 


February 22nd, 


Last night | had the strangest dream. | was all tied up and naked (not even a 
towel) and an old man was sitting in a chair. | wanted to tell him who the bill 
collectors are because | thought he could help me. But my words came out 
slow and odd. It was frustrating trying to talk. | got up and walked to the old 
man. Then | leaned over and whispered the secret in his ear. Let's hope he 
can keep a secret too! The bill collectors are only afraid of one man, they 
told me once. A man named Mike. | wonder if this was Mike in my dream. 


Even if it was only a dream, | hope he heard me. No one in the real world 
would believe me. 


February 23rd, 1988 


Tonight is the night | die. | know | have to because it's the only way to keep 
the bill collectors away from my money. Asparagus for dinner again. Yuck! | 
hate asparagus. 


"Pull over man, | gotta drink a beer!" 


"We're not stopping. Just drink it back there!" 
"Nah-uh man, I'm not doing that again." 


So the band was on its way to play a gig in Knife River with the Nine Inch 
Nails and some act called Toad's Munchhausen. Rusty Tomasky, the 
drummer, sat in the back with a serious urge to down some brew. Up front 
was his roadie Lemonhead, who didn't like the look of these deserted back 
roads at all. 


"Hey Fundip, remember that time we sunk all those beer cans in Pearl 
Lake?" 


"Sure Rusty, that was a blast." 
"Let's like, go back and pull 'em up!" 
"Rusty, those were EMPTY beer cans." 


"Right on, right on. Hey, check this out. | press this thingy on my watch, and 
like, it summons a Mako shark to chomp on your arm or something." 


After rounding another switchback, Milkdud still hadn't seen any other 
headlights. "You don't remember what the sign back there said when we 


made the last left do you?" 


T'UP!" Rusty seemed to like his own air drumming and to be requesting his 
driver to turn up the volume. 


It had been a long haul since Moses Lake. Their nerves starting to fray, 
nobody really liked the idea of getting lost out here at 11 o'clock at night. 


"C'mon dude. | really got to down one!" 


"| already told you, just drink it back there," Milkyway saw something 
suddenly dart past the headlight beam. "And pass me one while you're at it. 
I'm starting to get the willies up here" 


"I've been trying to tell you brillo, there aren’t any more beers. We got to 
pull over and get some!" Rusty swung his right arm in a big arc, stopping 

with his index and middle finger pointed out the side window, bulging his 
eyes a bit and jiggling his head as if to say, anyplace along here would be 

great. 


"It's getting pretty foggy up here. Maybe we should pull over..." 
"That's what I'm talkin’ about! Guzzle a freebie!" 


Checking the instrument panel, Twizzler noticed an even bigger problem. 
Right below the broken speedometer a light was on showing a fuel pump; 
who knew how long that had been on. 


"Whaaaa-diddle-diddle-zzzzzzzEEEEE, duh-duh duh-duh duhduh! 
BwwwAAAAA!" Rusty was holding a CD in front of his eye, making electric 
guitar noises. "Y'know, | was thinkin', we should totally like, check and see if 
the van is made out of face wash" 


BAAAAM! 
"What was that?!" 


"Oh shit, Rusty, | think we just blew a tire! Damn, you ok? You're gonna have 
to get out and help me change it" Tootsieroll anxiously checked the brush 
growing on the corner of road at which they were stopped. 


"Finally! That's what I'm talkin’ about! A little stop'n'snarf!" Rusty cracked 
open an imaginary beer, headbanging and pretending to smoke it like a 
bong while stepping from the sliding door. "Ouch! Woah dude, | think | just 
stepped on a red hot Ferrari!" 


"Rusty! Sh-sh -shh! Did you hear that? This place is giving me the creeps." 


Out of the thicket stepped Frankenstein with both arms outstretched. In 

one hand he held a boombox playing Poison and in the other a Smith and 
Wesson Perfomance Center Model 627, pressing between his knees three 
frosty six-packs. "Finally, someone stopped, now | can chug this twelver!" 


Frankenstein recalled his minions back to the studio. Freakishly large moths 
flocked back to him from as far as West Virginia, where they'd been lurking 
outside of motel room doors posing as the help. He was about to go on, and 
it reassured him having the family nearby; tonight's episode was sure to be 
a doozy. 


Earlier that day, he'd been making his rounds, looking under rocks, logs, leaf 
piles etc. in case anything interesting'd turn up. Not finding anything useful, 
he returned to his cave and put water on to make tea. The newscast came 
on, scrambling his brain waves and knocking him to the floor. Why was 
progress always so troublesome? 


SCIENTIST DISCOVERS 1 CRAZY TRICK TO DRIVE THEOLOGIANS 'NANNERS! 
buzzed the headline as Frankenstein convulsed on the filthy ground. Long 
ago, why had Mrs. Frankenstein decided to go with real rock, rather than 
the government approved substitute? He accepted the fact that he'd never 
get the chance to grill her about it, screaming and threatening, now. 


When Frankenstein emerged from the mini-coma brought on by the 
morning's broadcast, the water had come to a boil, then cooled and was 
now tepid and room temperature. Rather than reactivate it with a retinal 


scan, Frankenstein picked up the kettle and called out into the universe, 
channeling pure primal emotion into its amplifier. 


The call was put through by Channeler Imari to Chief Arbiter Abacus 
himself. 


"| don't care who or what he is, book him for tonight's show! For chrissakes, 
this guy is HOT!" Frankenstein cut the connection and lounged back into his 
chair, pyrokinetically lighting the tip of his Cuban cigar and inhaling the 
ancient and poisonous stimulant deep into his chest. He tried not to think 
too hard about how this break could save his show, lest the humidifier be 
recording his thoughts. 


Instead, he thought about Mrs. Frankenstein and the Candie Shoppe in 
Glastonbury Grove. How they had tried and failed in this venture like so 
many others. His wife blamed it on how he could never fully commit to a 
single scheme, that he'd always begin a new project before finishing the 
last. It wasn't enough to sell off the knick-knacks from his parents' house on 
Ebay, oh no, he had to abandon that to open this ridiculous "emporium" in 
the middle of the woods, in the middle of nowhere, in some Godforsaken 
town that nobody had ever heard of! Oh well, he was glad she ran off in the 
end. 


Too excited and too paranoid to stay home, Frankenstein hopped into the 
Countach and drove into town. He parked at the Double R and went in for a 
coffee. He waved to Norma and returned her smile before settling into a 
booth and fiddling with a book of matches. It was the little Teuton who took 
his order back to the kitchen, where Frankenstein caught the eye of the fry 
cook, insinuating a forgotten debt with the gesture of a thumb slid across 
the throat. Satisfied that he'd gotten the message across , Frankenstein 
turned around and stared at the hoverbikes passing by through the large 
front windows. The door opened and in walked Pete who, catching sight of 
his fishing buddy, slid into the booth across from Frankenstein and opened 
his gigantic pie hole to utter some stupid thing or another. 


Frankenstein reached over the table and snapped Pete's neck in half like a 
breadstick, then stood up and walked over to play the box. He selected 
Nobody's Business by Don Reno and left the diner, leaving his coffee 
untouched on the Formica. From there he jumped into a ghost taxi and 


continued struggling to ward off the anxiety that plagued him since that 
morning. 


"Where to bub?" filtered through the apparition's query, fey, as if it was 
being transmitted from some unfathomable dimension of the soul. 


"New York City, the Rockefeller building". Frankenstein slumped into the 
booster seat on the rear bench. Big business tonight, he'd better get in 
some 2zz’s on the way. 


20 minutes later the taxi was letting him off on the rooftop. He hadn't 
brought any curtains bux with him and felt bad that he couldn't pay the 
driver, but economic agreements with New Jerusalem were hardly 
unequivocal. The ghostly cybercarriage rose off into the vortex, neuro- 
stallions whinnying into the growing saturnalia of evening. Frankenstein 
could feel the decay of his apprehension into woe and checked his pockets 
for a Dex inhaler. 


Just then, his producer, Big Ed, came through the door. Frankenstein 
thought he looked good with that mustache and bolo. He shrugged and 
tossed the inhaler over the side of the building, then trudged toward the 
descent tube with Big Ed's arm around his shoulder. 


"We got the sucker. Hey Frank, ever heard of Ludwig Klages?" 
"No" Frankenstein's depression deepened. 


"Well we came across a weak repeater from sometime just before the 20th 
century. The boys in the lab are working on it, but it seems he had an idea in 
his early twenties that's going to be all the rage this month. Our precogs 
think our Fatings will be through the roof!" 


Frankenstein winced at their mention. Their fatings, which had been 
slipping since March, were something like what they used to call ratings 
back in the time before the Agreement, except these were calculated solely 
by a shadowy congregation squirreled away somewhere in Hokkaido. 


I've got to pull myself out of this. Tonight's show has to be dynamite. C'mon 
big guy, you've got this in you, you can do it! Remember the Frankenstein 
that was in the remake of Dune? You've got to be THAT Frankenstein 
tonight. Really blow ‘em off their feet! 


"Anyways the boys'll give you the basics. Don't forget Frank; this could be 
the shot in the arm we really need. Knock 'em dead and hell, | won't even 
take you to One Eyed Jacks, I'll take you to TWO Eyed Jacks!" 


Bastard, he's probably the one that his wife was having an affair with all 
that time ago. He'd noticed it right after Big Ed replaced the last producer, 
so why not? Who cared? The only thing that mattered now was how this 
next interview would go. 


* * * 


"So, entropy is kind of like a water bottle, when you shake it all up?" 


Mr. Klages paused, irritation flashing for a moment on his pale face. The 
interview was not going well. 


"Not exactly Mr. Frankenstein. Think of entropy as a yard stick, or a 
thermometer. A system can show up as having low entropy, or high entropy. 
But for now let's focus on the fact that the entropy of a closed system 
always tends toward a heightened state" 


"And that heightened state is indicative of..." 
"Chaos. Disorder. Diffusion. The total lack of structure!" 


"But don't we already live in chaos? | mean you can't even leave for work at 
a decent hour and expect to be on time. I'm sure our viewers can relate to 
the chaos of the L.A. commute!" 


Big Ed's canned laugh-track came on just as the scientist placed his palm 
against his forehead. 


"Well folks we'll be back after this commercial break. And remember, 
continue to think only about this show until we return!" 


As an ad for Wendigo's anti-sailboat spray violated Leland's consciousness, 
he muted the channel and faced the rest of the household who were 
enjoying their favorite, roast pigeon, alongside their nightly programming. 


"What's he on about?" he asked in his best British accent. "Our ol' chum's 
lost his mojo baby!" 


Sarah and Laura chuckled. 


"E's gone barmy 'e ‘as! 'Twas nary a collywobbled planker ain't nought 'eard 
of entropy, or the midwife's fish and chips is a quid arse over tit!" 


More laughter from the girls. 


"Toshed up wazzock. Blimey, yed think ‘e's lost the plot, absobloodylutely 
nuttered the ol’ dodgy wanker! Ninny-panted chav! Mingering Pillock!” 


This time they laughed so hard they came dangerously close to losing the 
signal and had to meditate on the sigil of the rainbow to get reception back. 


"Aaaand we're back! For those of you just joining us, we're here with Dr. 
Klages, author of the book, Entropy and Me: Life's Counterbalance to the 
Heat Death of the Universe. Dr., during the break you mentioned that 
you've discovered the meaning of life. Can you tell our audience more 
about what you mean?" 


"Well, if entropy is the force that rips things apart, life is its antithesis. That 
which puts things together." 


"Just a minute there doc. My four year old might not agree with you!" 
Frankenstein then held up a photograph of an extremely untidy nursery, 
and tittering echoed through the empty studio at the press of a button. 


"Mr. Frankenstein, | doubt you'd argue with the fact that, though disorderly 
in appearance, the individual items in that child's room represent a state of 
order far higher than a homogenized cloud of hydrogen atoms!" 


"Wait a second, | think we have a question from a member of our audience. 
Oh yes! In fact it's someone you may even know Dr.! Please bring the 
microphone over to Joe" 


"Someone | know? Joe who?" 
"JOE MAMA!" 
Hoots and jeering and long, bitter oohs from the loudspeaker. 


"Mr. Frankenstein! Do you deny the miracle that, through the achievements 
of life, | am here today to speak about such things? Do you insist on losing 
the forest for the trees! Look beyond your simple existence. Even you must 


see that each stage of evolution is a more structured step. Inevitably, 
proteins became cells, cells became animals, animals formed villages, then 
kingdoms, then nations! Each one bringing form to the world!" 


"What's so great about progress? | know I'm not alone in wishing we'd get 
away from the rat race. an ice cold beer on a weekday watching the tube! 
That's the life for me!" 


Applause and cheering bounced off of the dark walls beyond the stage 
lights. 


"Beer, the tube, the measuring of the passage of time! These desideratum 
of which you speak, you nimbus!, you cherish the fruits of life's quest for 
order!" 


"I'll order you, you wack job! I'll order you right back to Dimension X!" 
which he did, depressing a paddle on the bottom of the desk. Ludwig Klages 
was sucked through a vector back into the spirit world, presumably to 
fathom the emptiness of death for eternity. 


"And that, ladies and gentlemen, is another thing that..." went out the call. 


"WE DON'T HAVE TO THINK ABOUT!!!" came the response from billions of 
minds plugged in from all across the solar system and even from behind the 
veil of death, pulled back for the first time decades ago in a small town in 
Washington state. 


Frankenstein went slack, his whole body seeming to melt into the chair. Big 
Ed rushed up and grabbed his slack left arm, wringing it with glee. 


"You did it buddy! You still got it! Zow-wee that performance'll have 'em 
tuning in for weeks! Nobody shuts 'em down like you Frank! You really 
showed that Dr. What's-his-name! Hey! Everyone! Come over here!" 


You still got it Frank, you still got it... 


There was once a young lady who had a tough time in the world. While her 
sister blossomed into the adult life, she withdrew more and more from it as 
she grew. Finally, a terrible thing happened to her. She decided to enter a 
convent and live a life of seclusion. 


Now this convent was very unusual. Though following the traditional vows 
of poverty, chastity and obedience, each sister was allowed to break one of 
these rules once every five years. 


Annie took to this life almost right away. It provided an escape from the 
cruel reality that she found so hard to integrate into. In addition, the other 
nuns accepted her for who she was and this was like the lifting of a huge 
burden. Her very best friend at the nunnery was named Elaine. From the 
start, they became fast friends and shared everything. Through seeing 
another person with similar strengths and flaws, Annie began to accept 
herself. 


On her fifth year, Annie decided to break the vow of poverty. She felt bad 
for Elaine, who never seemed to have enough to treat herself at the 
canteen. So the next time it was Annie's turn to run the cash register for the 
cafeteria, she decided to give Elaine a chocolate muffin for free. Ordinarily it 
was wrong to grant such luxury, but Annie wanted to use her one reprieve 
to help her dearest friend. 


Time flew by and before she knew it, Annie reached her tenth anniversary. 
The intervening years had seen the two friends' bond grow stronger 
through companionship and working together. Late one night, Elaine 
returned to the dormitory in a tizzy. It wasn't long before Annie sussed out 
that Elaine had been on a rendezvous with a man, despite the fact that it 
wasn't a time of one of her allowances. To protect the trust they'd built, 
Annie decided not to tattle, sacrificing her own carnal satisfaction to give 
Elaine a freebie. 


Thankfully, it never happened again; though by forgiving Elaine's 
imperfections, Annie was able to forgive her own. Thus the next five years 
passed in beautiful friendship, harmony and mutual respect. Both Annie 
and Elaine became highly regarded within the cloister. Never once 
regretting her choices, Annie decided as she approached the end of her 
fifteenth year to cement an eternal sorority with Elaine. Of all that the 
sisters were compelled to obey, their particularly vehement Mother 
Superior had a prohibition on all secular music. Before entering the 
convent, Elaine was known to be a phenomenal jazz flautist. Annie herself 
was no slouch at the piano, so they decided to hold a secret jam session in 
one of the rectories. Here Annie accompanied Elaine's beautiful glissandos, 
arpeggios and syncopations. They got so into the vibe that before they 
knew it, they'd abandoned all sense of modesty and were playing for all to 
hear... 


... including Mother Primrose... 


"| understand that you are sanctioned one misdemeanor every five years; 
however, it has been made abundantly clear that the cardinal rule of this 
sect is strict adherence to exultations of a purely Christian nature. It is our 
humble devotion to Him the lord that..." 


"You know what?! The most important thing I've learned in my time here is 
to believe in myself and that | am a wonderful person, no matter what 
everyone else might say. If you refuse to embrace that beauty, | quit!" Annie 
interjected. 


After regaining her composure from the momentary shock of such an 
outburst, Mother Primrose spoke again. "Fine by me. All you've ever done 
since you got here is comp Elaine!" 


"Just put these on and you're good to head on back to room four." The 
receptionist handed Dick his pair of sunglasses and depressed her electric 
switch, allowing him passage out of the waiting room and into the 
examination rooms in the back. "Don't forget to have your loyalty card 
punched on the way out. That's ten cleanings this month. Halfway there to 
your next free upgrade!" 


After putting the sunglasses on, Dick fumbled his way to room four. He sat 
down in the chair, reluctantly placing aside the copy of Fleshworld that he'd 
been perusing and was allowed to take back with him. 


"Good to see you again Richard," said the genial assistant. "You aren't eager 
to get that upgrade are you now?" 


"But of course," came Dick's reply as the assistant threw the smock over 
him. "As long as there aren't any conflicts. | don't relish the idea of making 
another deal in the closet to pay you all off by handing out business cards 
again." 


"Mint or putrid rotting flesh?" The assistant's perennial attempt at humor 
failed to amuse our hero as usual. 


"Rotting flesh perhaps, this time?" 


Stunned, the assistant balked. "Are you sure?" 
Dick reconsidered playing along. "No, no. Only a jest." 


The assistant let out a sigh, seemingly one of relief. "Okay, is there anything 
you'd like to watch while | do the cleaning?" 


Handed the remote, Dick tried flipping through a few channels. Oddly, 
though tuning to a number of different stations, each was the same BET 
sitcom, without variation. Dick put down the remote, and smiled at the 
assistant in an attempt to passively accept the situation. 


During the cleaning, Dick's eyes continually strayed to the copy of 
Fleshworld on the side table. 


"Okay Mr. Tremayne. Rinse," The refreshing water gun sprayed the tingly 
polish about his gums and teeth, "and spit!" 


"I've always found this part most satisfying," Dick said after watching the 
frothy substance swirl in the receptacle. 


"The dentist will be in to begin the upgrade shortly," said the assistant who 
lowered the lights and pressed play on the boombox before exiting. The 
gratifying click of the door latch reverberated in the room that now only 
Dick occupied. He had an inclination to reach over for the copy of 
Fleshworld, but his arm seemed heavy and he found it hard to shift his 
weight in the chair. Wait, did she say upgrade? 


Panic gripped Dick as he came to, the room suddenly brighter and several 
figures standing over him. The terrible noise of the drill, dust rising from his 
painfully overstretched jaw and the smell of burning sent waves of fear and 
nausea coursing through his supine body. 


"AHUR OAHR GAHG GUGHR!!!" 


"What's that Dick? You ok? Can someone turn off the boombox? | can 
barely hear him!" 


"AAHL LUHGAH NGGAARH!" 


"Dick, calm down old fellow. Everything's just filiine. You dozed off so we 
started the party without you. Can someone PLEASE turn down the 
music?!" His faculties slowly returning, the several figures of before had 
resolved into just two. The assistant and... 


"YAAQUUUUH!" So that's their game, thought Dick. Two-in-one combo 
anesthetic! 


"We're just about finished... Yes, move this over here, aaaand... Done! 
Thank you nurse, that'll be fine." Dick tried to see if the same program on 
TV was still playing in an attempt to discern the passage of time, just 
beginning to recognize the same loop of a man rising from a couch when a 
mirror abruptly blocked his line of sight. 


"Well Dick, what do you think?" Refusing to accept the horror of his own 
reflection, Dick caught sight of the Fleshword in the mirror's periphery. He 
fixated on this as a point of refusal to the unwanted reality that encroached 
around him. Tears welled up and blurred his view of that last harmonious 
artifact. 


Rattling Dick's disembodied teeth around in his enormous palm, Kobe 
Bryant let out a terrible cackle. "Just one more operation to implant them in 
me, and the Men's Fashion Department at Horne's store will be mine!" 


Bored by this, Dick drowsily scratched his nose, directing the nightmare orb 
sandwiched between his mattress and box spring to skip to the next item in 
the playlist, enjoying the premium account’s lack of advertisements: Mid-air 
commercial airliner collision. NO SURVIVORS!! 


BANG! 


Catherine bolted up in her four poster. After a moment the dream of a red 
fox chasing a cherry through a bucolic English countryside receded, and she 
recognized her surroundings. Something was going on in the kitchen went 
her brain. 


With great, dainty steps, Catherine made her way there holding the Smith & 
Wesson 642LS. 


"Give it up hobo!" she shouted, hefting the revolver with arms parallell to 
the linoleum floor. 


"FISH" came the reply from the hulking figure in the corner. 


"Oh for God's sake Pete!" Catherine exhausted a sigh. "We need to put a 
bell on you." 


"FISH" 


Setting the pistol on the counter, Catherine shuffled over to the now 
redoubled shadow. "It's okay! Shh-shhh" 


"FISH!" Pete was now sobbing as he slumped to the floor, evading 
Catherine's embrace. 


"For Christssakes Pete! Stand up!" 
"FISH!" 


Indeed it was, as Catherine noticed the slick laminated floor. Muffled 
sounds of flapping came from some of the newly identified lumps of gill- 
bearing aquatic craniate littering the kitchen. 


"FISH" Clearly somnambulistic, Pete's mouth made big, gaping motions. 


She patted him on the head. It would have to pass, little could be done with 
him in his current state. 


Just then, the pantry door flew open. Out stepped her brother Andrew, eyes 
glazed over and arms stuck straight out ahead of him. 


"FISH" 
"Oh not you too!" Catherine bemoaned. 


"FISH?" Andrew's call received a response from Pete as he seemed to perk 
up and managed to rise to a squatting position. 


"FISH" Andrew confirmed. 
"OHHHHH! FISH!" Pete double confirmed. 


The two bumped into each other's now fully ambulatory bodies. Again, 
arms extended, they looked directly at Catherine, appearing unquestionably 
as two clambering idiots. 


A window off of the kitchen exploded and through it climbed Ben Horne. 
Catherine was helpless to stand watch at this slow-motion catastrophe of a 
horror movie scene unfurling before her. 


"FISH!" he shouted. Meanwhile, Andrew Packard slipped on a rainbow trout 
and came crashing onto his back in the puddle of slimy, flopping river fauna, 
his legs still moving in a circular parody march, eyes locked dead ahead 
toward the ceiling. 


"FIIIPHHHHF!" was Ben Horne's garbled exclamation, as he had somehow 
gotten a good-sized salmon clamped between his teeth. 


Having been unable to make it into the full upright position, Pete was face 
down on the ground waving his arms and legs back and forth as if to make a 
kind of soggy, damp snow angel. 
"PFFFFFFFFEFFFFFFFFFFFFR PEPE eee dt Pee 
HIUITTTTTITTTTIIIIIIIMMMMMIISSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSHHHHHH 
HHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHI!" came his apoplectic 
SCREAM, shaking the whole house. 


After reluctant reconsideration, Catherine reached for the revolver and 
placed it firmly against her temple, accepting begrudgingly that she may 
have to use it after all... 


Oh an eve that brought October gloom, into my dusked and torrid room, 


A cordial of Frangelico downed, fiery, produced an anodyne to my anxiety, 
Amidst sweet air like glucose liquor, there was I, a’paring a slipper, 

A hothouse warm and lively, and anteroom void, my precious binary, 
Somber though, | stood alone, this equinoctial inspired me, 


and brought me dreams of Laura's secret diary. 


Came into my soporific haze, stirring, wakened me from my daze, 
intruded a knock that roused the cabin like an evening calliope. 
Friends to come within my walls? Hobos with intent for lols? 

| thought of visitors with glee who were to bring society, 

Rick? Tick, Trimm or Tiff? Perhaps an intimate like Valerie? 


Here to play my Occulus Rift? Diversions come unquietly? 


| raced in fervor to the door, panicked, eager, turnt and more. 


"Ignorant slave!" | reproached reflexively, rememb'ring my propriety. 


A second snifter grabbed and on the rack | did explore, before a Sherry 
found to pour, 


Rested 'pon the knob my nieve, composed itself as if twer Debussy, 
Slowly peeked around the entry, | sought to find there at last, finally, 


someone willing, come to bring me company. 


"Devil woman!" did | shout, flinging insult at her sloppy mouth. 
What cruel seraph brought her back? Semangelof or Sansenoy? 
Donna stood there smirking. Wow! "Serpentine, abyssal Lilith thou!" 


| screamed! | bit! | gnashed my teeth! "What sable power returns to me, 
thee?" 


Incandescent anger surging, crying out at my soul's urging, at this wretch's 
piracy, 


"Give back Laura's Diary!" 


Why was Toad at the Roadhouse? Oh yeah, he'd walked up here for Leland's 
hearing. Seated behind and to Harry's left he polished off his milkshake and 
wiped his mouth before setting it on the chair next to him. 


"All rise for Bone Judge!" called Harriet. 


No no, he'd already done Toad. Damn. How about... 


Craving a late night snack from Mrs. Lanterman, Hawk stumbled through 
the undergrowth, unshaven and maniacally drunk. He waded through 
poison ivy black with tar, neither caring nor noticing. Stepping ona 
pinecone caltrop in his barefeet made him scream out in ferocious pain. 
Clearly he'd not noticed losing his shoes long ago in a peat bog. 


Arghh! Cooper crumpled it up and tossed it to the pile of pages about Hawk 
trying to get cookies from the log lady. 


Zork, aware that Grabulon was near, ducked into an alley and tried to calm 
his frantic breathing. He just wanted to hang out with Timmy, Dozer, 


Dreamy Popo and the rest of the Banana Cabana boys, but it was 
Grabulon's birthday, and he broke into a cold sweat when he realized he'd 
gotten him the same generic PC optimization software for the third year ina 
row. 


Smiling, Cooper stretched, feeling like he'd hit upon a good one, until he 
realized that this was something he'd read on the box of Wheaties with Al 
Pacino’s face on it that he'd had for breakfast. Oh well, he pulled out a fresh 
sheaf and started scribbling again. 


Deep in the forest, covered with leaves, Hank sweated beneath his gilly suit. 
He'd kill for a cold one, but he'd blow his cover, and anyways he'd get a cold 
one after his kill. "Ernie's going to have to take a piss sooner or later," he 
thought, adjusting the focus on his binoculars and centering them on the 
dull glow coming from Ernie's tent. Quietly, he picked up the sniper rifle and 
leveled it next to the stump. "This'll teach him to miss another deadline!" 
Hank sniggered. 


Flinching, Cooper stopped. It hit a bit too close to home, and while 
entertaining, was too close to truth than Cooper could feel comfortable 
coming out of his mouth. This was getting tiring. Not one original lie 
remained in his tanked out brain. He twiddled the pencil first in his fingers 
before he began chewing on it. He watched the Roomba scuttle around the 
floor, pushing the other electronics deep beneath the sofa where it hoped 
they'd be forgotten. This pleased Cooper and he welcomed the distraction 
until the robot slowed, indicating that its power was low and started 
dragging itself along, hoping to find the charging station. Cooper watched it 
drive itself off the top of the staircase and crash into pieces on the foyer in 
its desperation to recharge. The crash knocked him out of his fixation and 
suddenly it hit him! 


It was the eve of the annual Steeplejack Formal. The shops on Highway 21 
were losing a fortune on heating as high schoolers flurried in and out 
looking for cheap tuxedo rentals, corsages or bamboo runcings to sneak 


into the dance. If only for a moment, it seemed the town had gone back to 
normal and forgotten about the recent plague of infected lumber brought 
about by Jerry Horne's shady business dealings. It was amidst this backdrop 
that James Hurley sat impatiently in a waiting room at Calhoun Memorial 
Hospital, anxious to be called back for the African Penis Ritual that would 
secure his chances to be crowned as High Lumberjack Potentate alongside 
Martha Grimes... 


Unfortunately, somewhere along that thread, Cooper had passed out, and 
after waking, he could not recognize the feverish waxy scratchings on the 
construction paper in front of him. It had been a good one too, if only he 
could remember! He looked at the clock and gasped. Hank would be by in 
20 minutes to collect either the manuscript or... Cooper shuddered at what 
the alternative might be. He'd better wrap this up, and quick! He grabbed 
the last of the PCP and pushed the couch against the door. Rushing back to 
the imaginary typewriter, he almost tripped on the two dozen or so box fans 
littered about and crowding the room while grabbing his tape recorder. 


He smashed it open with his forehead and dug out all the bubblegum 
wrappers he’d stuffed inside, frantically trying to force together the 
forgotten symbols he’d hastily scribbled onto them in bygone fear into one 
last lie: 


What was it that she called me? That memory has faded too. Dogs don't 
have too long a memory, cats neither, and that is the principal thing that's 
thing bothering me: that | can't remember which of the two | am. 


Laura called me a cat. At least I'm pretty sure she did. Laura said a lot of 
crazy things, to me especially. Though again, how certain am | of that? It 
seems like she was always talking to something. Her diary, the TV, coins she 
found lodged in the couch... She'd go on and on for hours dancing and 
singing into her hairbrush when she was a kid, then that turned into 
attempting contact with Chancellor Genloch's Secret KKK 1993 through it as 
a teenager. 


| sure wish she was here now. At least she'd probably feed me. Hmm, what 
was that stuff? It might be a clue. | think it was called dog food. Then am !a 
dog? But if we're talking about Laura here, it only makes sense that she'd 
give a cat dog food, and vice versa for a dog. This makes my head spin. 


Listen! Over there! It could be a squirrel! I'll catch it! Th-th, th-th, th-th, 
snap! I'm running through the woods. It's night. I'm hungry. They're looking 
for me. | want to find them, | want them to find me too, do |? These are 
things that | know, the few things that fit into my animal brain, whatever 
animal that may be. Perhaps the chase is a clue. Does whatever a "cat" is 


like chasing this thing called a squirrel? Does a dog? Does it even matter? 
Yes it does. Laura told me that. 


It's one of her "secrets", one of the things she whispered into my ear, along 
with: 


"George is here now, in my heart. We've finally became one. The ceremony 
in Paris, France was gorgeous. He's in the acorn pile now, oh dear, which 
one was it...", 


and "| saved 25 cents on vienna sausages today", 


or "I'll tell you the phone number that | made up, it's a long one but try not 
to forget it: blah-blah-blah-blah-blah", 


but most importantly, "If something ever happens to me, if I'm not around 
to take care of you anymore, you have to find a man in a black suit, but 
don't worry because he and his friends will be looking for you too." 


These were the things that Laura really cared about. The things that she 
knew if she told anyone else, she might get in trouble, but if she ever was in 
really BIG trouble, some people would have to know in order to save her. 
Well, | guess so, like | said, I'm just a dog. Maybe | made it up. 


Then | smelled him. One of Laura's "big, bad men". That scent from Dead 
Dog Farm. A place that seemed to comfort me, so maybe | am a cat. Or 
could it be something about how the best people can feel the pain of a 
dead dog while most turn away; that would comfort a dog too | suppose. 
Anyways, this one was called Leo. A very, very bad man indeed, but it was 
dark, the smell seemed to come from everywhere. | did't know where to 
run! Surely this bad man would do terrible things to me, and keep me from 
finding the man in the black suit. | had to flee, but how? In that moment | 
almost yielded to my terror, then: 


"Holy smokes, the missing pomeranian!" 


It wasn't Leo; | sensed another stench beneath his. He was a hulking figure, 
reeking with blood and draped in the steaming skin of another human. He 
extended out his hand, holding something fleshy that was fist sized and red. 


"Here boy, here doggie." It seems he'd been chewing on it already as 
several big bites were missing. | thought | could trust this man, someone 
drawn to the suffering of another creature. | was cold, tired and hungry so | 
approached him and gingerly took the organ he offered. 


Then | was picked up and placed into the warmth of the dripping viscera he 
wore draped about himself. 


"Come in Lucy... This is Hawk. Tell the boys | don't know how, but | found 
Jupiter. Heading back to the station now." 


* * * 


That was some time ago. Now I'm chained up behind a big building. For 
days they coerced me to speak, and | tried my best to tell them Laura's 
secrets. They gave me treats, comforted me, made me roll over, stand up, 
shake, play dead and all manner of things. When that didn't work they 
started kicking me, swatting me with newspapers, rubbing my nose in my 
own excrement, etc. | really tried, but nothing could ever get through. Big 
crowds of people came and sat to watch while two men took turns parading 
around and saying big words. Another man sat in front of them all watching, 
listening, occasionally asking questions and throwing peanut shells to the 
floor. I'd urinate on the floor and they'd all examine it, and when they saw it 
meant nothing they'd whack my snout and start yelling at each other. 
Frankenstein came by with a boombox and started dancing, pointing silently 
at a corner of the room. Over time, they all started to lose interest. | could 
tell they really cared, but were hitting a brick wall. | watched their gumption 
drain out of them, a rain barrel that couldn't be patched, or nobody cared 
enough about to do so. 


Then one day, the man who found me, the one they called Hawk, was struck 
by a self driving tractor-trailer, barreling at 80 miles per hour down the 

road, as he carried coffee from his car and they no longer had the time to 
weedle Laura's secrets out of me. Despite everyone's best efforts, the world 
moved on, and this struggle evaporated just like morning mist. 


Sometimes the people who come on the big motorcycles park and see me. 
They take pity or queer interest and throw me scraps. No one seems to 
need me anymore, just another loose end waiting for its turn to fall off into 
a parking lot. Is this what happens to all creatures? In any case, | know God 
isn't here, because | can't hear him crying. Along with the missing Laura, 
over time the town lost track of us both. 


Dog or cat? | will probably never know. Hologram or substance; solipsism, 
pragmatism, phaneron or corporeality? Does it matter? Are there lies? Like 
some shape glanced in a dream, that while in the vision's glamour seems to 
hold all truth, is remembered only quizzically upon waking, if at all. When 
this life ends, and we recall the master reality that we dozed off from, we'll 
smile at the fancy of our sleeping minds. "A place where objects moved 
freely rather than remained stuck fast in the firmament. Imagine that!" or 
"Two legs instead of iron buzzsaw wheels? How absurd!" That which 
enthralls us now will vanish with no clear end or meaning, and simply 
become a forgotten delusion. Don't try to catch the ashes of bones blown 
upon the wind, for the warmth filtering through your fingers feels nice. 


Just a shame that the same can’t be said for the Tallarian brainwashing... 
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